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They mounted slow in their long black cloaks,
The tears bedimm'd their sight: The grim old coachee strode to the box,
And the guard gasp'd out "All's right."
The leaders bounded, the guard's horn sounded: Far away thro7 the night ran the lengthen'd tones :
As the quick wheels brush'd, and threw up the dust Of dead men's pulverised bones.
Whose blood in its liveliest course would not pause
At the strife of the shadowy wheels, The chattering of the fleshless jaws,
And the beat of the horny heels?
Deep dells of snow sunk on each side below
The highway, broad and flat, As the coach ran on, and the sallow lights shone
Dimly and blurly with simmering fat.
Vast wastes of starless glooms were spread
Around in the chilling air, And heads without bodies and shapes without heads
Went leaping here and there.
O Coachee, Coachee, what lights approach
With heavenly melodies ? Oh!  those are the lights of the Paradise coach,
That so gaily meet their eyes!
With pleasant hymns they soothe the air
Of death, with songs of pride: With sackbut, and with  dulcimer,
With psaltery they ride.
These fear not the mists of unwholesome clamps
That through that region rove,
For all wreath'd with green bays were the gorgeous lamps,
And a bright archangel drove.